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for Francis, because he will remember all his life
about David, which is a sad waste of time. I am
resolved to make my life very amusing:/

With this she discovered that she was outside
the gate of Stone Ends. The house was dead, A
thin quarter moon hung like a wisp of pale rag
over the end of a dirty silver-edged cloud, and,
washed by ghostly mist, the house showed nothing
human. She tied the horse to the gate and walked
up the irregular stone path to the old worm-eaten
door. At the sound of the banging knocker all
the dogs in the house set up a fearful yelling and
barking.

There was a pause> and Judith felt desperately
cold and frightened. Suppose the old man didn't
want her? He had been always good to her, but
now he was aged and ailing, and under the thumb
of his cook, people said* Suppose he didn't
want her? And the wind, blowing sharply from
Skiddaw, rustled all the plants in the weedy
neglected garden in melancholy echo, One
thing she noticed* The fountain was no longer
playing. That had been Tom Gauntry's great
pride, and his boast was that, however badly things
went, he would always have enough water for the
fountain. An owl hooted*

* You see/ said the owl, 4 we haven't water
enough any longer/

There was a great unrasping of bolts from
within, and then the door slowly opened* Old
Tom Gauntry, holding a blowing candle, stood
there, and a comical figure he looked. He was
in a nightdress, black stockings and dingy slippers,,